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The Boys are back in Town 


The Boys are Back in Town 
Disclaimer: Not mine. Just fiction 


Note: This is from staring at that "Dave and his bitches" pic for too long. And this was originally just suppose 


Dave hated photo shoots. What could possibly be more irritating then them? Bright Lights beating down, 
Nothing to look at, annoying stylist coming up to you every two seconds to fix your hair, face, clothes. But the 
photographer was especially getting on Dave's nerves. Barking out orders like he was some kind of fuckin’ 
general or something! Hold still, smile, don't smile, look up, now look down, move closer to Junior, now closer to 
Nick, put your arm around Marty. And if Dave heard him say "Ok, sweetie lets see that ferocious snarl of 


yours" one more time, he was gonna belt him. 


No one calls Dave Mustaine "sweetie". 


The rest of the band didn't seem to mind all that much. Marty was bitching to anyone who would listen, as 
usual. Junior and Nick were laughing and snickering to themselves after every pose. Dave wasn't quite so sure 


what was up with that, but it was those two, and they were always weird. 


Now the photographer wanted some shots of Dave all alone. Dave wondered how long this was going to last, it 


just seemed to drag on and on and on and on... 

"Now, Dave lets see some of your attitude, ok?" 

The irate redhead rolled his eyes and snarled at him. 
"No, Dave. No more snarls. | want to see more attitude!" 


"Well, what the fuck do you want me to do?" Dave growled. Was this whole thing absolutely necessary? Who 


really wanted all these pictures of him? He was a rock star not a godamn supermodell 


"Hell no! | don't pout!" Dave folded his arms to his chest and squinted into the bright lights. "Get someone else! 
Dave Mustaine does not pout." 


"But it would be very good!" 


"| don't care. This is Megadeth, not Poison," Dave answered, he turned to glare at a young woman who had 


started brushing his hair. "Get lost bitch!" 

The woman ignored him and continued to groom. 

"Just pout for one picture. And that is it." 

"Nol" 

Did anyone listen to him? 

Just then another women came up to him and started fussing with his shirt. 

And that was enough for the explosive redhead. "Get away! Everyone, just leave me the fuck alone!" he 
shouted. He shoved the two women out of the way and marched passed the babbling photographer. He needed 


to cool down, have a drink, maybe even shoot up. 


"No, Mr. Mustaine, please don't leave," the stylist pleaded. 


lm just need to calm down, now go away," he growled. Bathroom, he just needed to head to the bathroom. 


Good thing he carried heroin wherever he went, never knew when he might need it. 


At least no one followed him in. The men's room was relatively small with only two stalls, one handicap and one 
not. Dave went for the handicap one, it was bigger, but then stopped suddenly. 


There were two pairs of feet in there. Two people, one stall, and some very familiar shoes. 
And that's when he heard what sounded like giggling and someone being hushed. 

He quickly went into the empty stall and carefully stood on the toilet seat 

It better not be them. 

Dave cautiously peered over the side. "Just what the fuck are you doing?! 


"Um..Hi.Dave," Junior jumped and shrank against the wall, turning a lovely shape of pink. "We were...uh....we..um... 


Nick?" 


"Hiya Dave!" Nick smiled, trying to be helpful. Nick was standing there as calm as could be, pants and boxers 


down to his knees. His cock hanging out in the open, well maybe not hanging, swollen and erect was more like it. 


Dave wasn't sure which disturbed him more, the fact that his bassist was most likely blowing his drummer, 


or the fact that he was turned on by all of this. 
A slow tightening was happering south of his beltline. 


"| can't believe you two!" Dave hissed, ignoring his body the best he could. "What the fuck is this! You a bunch 
of fags?!" 


Junior tried to melt further into the wall, his face a deeper shade of red. Nick continued to smile at Dave, his 


dark eyes alight with mischief. "You know damn well what it is, don't play around,” the drummer laughed. "Now 


you interrupted, so either stay and watch or come join" 


‘ls Junior that good with that mouth of his?" The stall door opened. 
Nick's eyes widened in surprise but the grin never faded. "Absolutely Dave, even better." 


Dave came around to the front of the stall and slipped in, locking the door behind him. 


Junior kept his head down, hair in his face. Dave wasn't serious. Not Dave Mustaine. 


The bassist let out a small gasp as Dave started unbuttoning his shirt, Nick smirking the entire time, like their 


leader was some slab of meat. 


Junior's ears burned, not to mention his cock grew harder and harder with each button loose. He wanted Dave 
so badly, always had. Since the first time they met. He always thought Dave was too macho, too narrow- 


minded to ever be involved in such things, if he knew Dave was this easy, then well... 


When Dave had finished unbuttoning he pulled his shirt off, he drew an even bigger gasp from Junior when he 
started unzipping his pants. 


"Junior! Nick! Don't Fuckin’ stand around! Make yourselves useful," the guitarist barked out, pleased when he 


got an immediate response from them. 


Nick quickly closed the distance between them and placed his hands on Dave's chest, rubbing his nipples and 
squeezing roughly. It drew a growl, which only made him rub harder. He went to Dave's neck and began nipping 


and sucking. Drawing even more pleasing growls from the redhead. 


Junior still couldn't look at Dave in the face. If he did he feared, it wouldn't be real. Maybe it was just a dream, 
but he didn't want to wake up. So he dropped to his knees in front of Dave. Pulling his pants down and pushing 
Dave's underwear out of the way, revealing his manhood in all its glory, swollen, dripping, and utterly delicious. 


Junior hesitated, cherishing the moment. Finally he had what he wanted. 


He wrapped his lips around the dick, and heard a groan from up above him. Junior hoped he was the one who 
caused that and not Nick who had lost interest with the neck and now the two were savagely attacking each 


others lips. 


The bassist worked the cock all the way in, lips, tongue, and throat all working over time. He was so hard 
himself, he worked his hand into his pants and began stroking himself to the rhythm his mouth had given 


Dave. 


Dave was making funny noises against Nick's mouth. Snarls, but not quite, almost orgasmic. It was an overload. 
Hot mouth on his lips, hot mouth on his dick, hands on his chest, hands on his stomach, too much. 


With what could only be described as a howl Dave shot his load down Junior's throat. The man at his knees 


eagerly swallowing every last drop, even having the courtesy to lick Dave clean. 


When the dark haired drummer realized what had happened, he stopped his assault. He backed away and leaned 
against the wall, the smile returning. Watching as the redhead sunk to the floor, breathing heavily. 


"Alright, Dave you got yours, now its somebody else's turn" Nick said glancing at Junior, who had retreated 
and was sitting on the toilet, his head still down "Right, Junior?" 


He nodded slightly. 

"Cimon Dave, get to work," Nick laughed. 

‘Let me catch my breath first! 

Nick grabbed his shirt and pulled it over his head, "Junior, we got interrupted, let's go. 


His friend slid off the toilet and again got on his knees, his cock painfully hard. Who was gonna give him 


release? 
But before his lips reached Nick's waiting dick he felt a hand on his shoulder. 

Startled he locked up, fo find Dave grinning at him. "Get up, | got an idea" 

Nick started to protest but The General stopped him with a wave of his hand. "Relax, here out my idea. Its not 


fair for Junior to have to wait, he looks like he's about to explode and we can't leave you out either, so here's 


what were gonna do. Junior sit on the toilet and spread your legs, Nick stand to the side of him, that way he 


very good dream it was. And in a flash he had his pants and boxers down to his ankles and was sitting on the 
toilet, legs spread as far as they could go. 


Nick came around so that his dick was near to Junior and Dave sank to his knees. 


“Alright Junior, make with the mouth, now." Dave ordered. Nick gave a contented sigh as he felt lips on his 


swollen manhood. Junior was good, great in fact. 


Dave watched for a few minutes before taking Junior into his mouth. Dave was no expert but he knew the 


basics of it, but Junior's moans told him he had the right idea. 


Dave grinned inwardly as another idea crossed his mind, he lightly ran his finger across Junior asshole, a 
shiver shook the bassist. Dave did it again and a strangled moan was produced. His mouth still working on 


Junior's cock he gently pushed a finger inside Junior. 


Junior froze, breaking the rhythm he had going for Nick. Oh, Hell now Dave was finger fucking him? It was too 
good to be true. He was not gonna last long. His fingers clutched the porclein seat, his knuckles white. 


He tried to tell Dave he was about to come but it was too Dave's awaiting mouth, who, to his credit, swallowed 


most of it. 


Nick had witnessed the entire thing, from Dave's mouth going at Junior, his finger up Junior, and Junior's 


sweet lips around his dick Nick had enough and his seed shot out, Junior swallowing cum for the second time. 


The three bandmates didn't speak for awhile. Each one not daring to break the erotic spell that had overcome 
them. 


But Nick finally did speak. "That was wild," He whispered. 
"Yeah," The General replied, his face flushed and his eyes shining. "But don't expect this to be a routine thing.” 
"Of course not." 


Junior finally met Dave's eyes and smiled. 


Ok, Dave thought to himself. Maybe he didn't hate photo shoots that much. 


